Harry, you know at night 

The larke in Castle Alley 

Sing from the attic's height 

Ae if the electric light 

Were the true sun shove a sumer valleys 


Whietle, don't knock, to-night. 


I shall come carly, rate; 


And we in Gastle Alley 

Will sit close out, ef sight 

Alone, &nd ask no light 

Of lemp or eun abeve a simmer Taller: 


Yo-=night T can stay late, 





